And pluckethe mangled Tihah from his ftarowd. 

As^ith r K 8 5 n i th i6me S reat kinfm ans bone; 

c u W afll out m y cfelperatebraines. 

^ e > me thmkesl feemycoufinsghoft 
Seeking our Romeo that did fpit his body - 
Upon a Rapiers point : flay Tib alt ft ay \ 

Ryneo, Borneo, Romeo, here’s drink, Idrink to thee ; 
r rr.: r ^ a ^°f hottfe and Nurfe. 

~ ^ Enter old Capulet. 1 

“ t &of maK ' 8aXl ^“ 

Nurfe. Goe you Cot-queane,goe, 

FoXnigKic^’" b ° ““ l0mm 

a ft* , N °> not a whit,what ? I have watcht ere nor 

All n,ght foHefli caufc, and nC re been Me 

p a j ,y u" av f been a moufe-hunc in your time. 

But I will watch you from iiich watching now. 

/• a - i E xit Lady and Nurfe. 
t <*;_A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fellow,what is there? 
Enter three orfoure vithfpits, a „dloo S , JJE 

c ' If 1 the Cookc fir » but I know not what. 

Op. Makeha^ make hafte ; firrah fetch drier lodges • 
l fu' hey y i,J foew thee where theyare. §S ‘ 
-Fe/.Ihaveahead fir that will finde out locees, 

Ai^ never trouble 7>wer for the matter. 

MaJTeand wel! faid, a merry horfbn, ha 
Tbouflialt be Loggerhead. Good faith ’tis day. 
rf-ir ^ . B PtyMuficke. 

Pnr f^ U r%7 lU beflere wich Muficke ftraight. 

For fo he /aid he would : I heare him neare 8 

Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I fay. 

r , t - , AWr Nurfe. 

Goe waken /»/«*, goe and trim her up, I/e 


a/ Romeo Julier, 

He goe and chatwith Paris , hie, make hafte j 
Make hafte, the Bridegroome heeis come already, make hade 
I fay. 

Nur. Miftris, what Miftri s, Juliet : faft I warrant her fye ; 
Why lambe, why Lady, fie youlluggabed ; 

Why Love I fay , Madam, Sweet heart, why Bride : 

What ?not a word?you take your pennivvorch now, 

Sleepe for a weeke ; for the next night I warrant 
The County Paris hath let up his reft. 

That yeu (hall reft but little : God fbtgive me. 

Marry and Amen , how found is fhe afleepe : 

I muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam : 

I, Jet the County take you in your bed, 

Hee’ll fright youup yfaith: willit not be ? 

What dreft and in your clothes , and downe again ? . 

I muft needs wake you ; Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas,helpe, heJpe, my Ladies dead. 

Ob weladay that ever I was borne : 

Some Aqua vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 

Mo. What noifeis here ? - 
Nur. O lamentable day ! 

Mo. W hat is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke,0 heavieday ! 

Mo. Ome, Ome,my childe,myonelylifel 
Revive , looke up, or I will dye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For fhame bring forth, her Lord is come, 

Nur. Shee s dead, deceas t, fhee’s dead, alacke the day. 

M° Alaeke theday , fivee’s dead, fhee’s dead, (Lee's dead. '! 
Fa. Hah, let me feeher : out alas fliee’s cold. 

Her blood is fetled, and her joints are ftife : 

Life and thele lips have long beene foparated. 

Death lyes on her like an untimely froft 
Upon the fiveeteft flower of all the field. 

Nur. O lamentable day ! 

Mo. O wofulltine! 

Fa. 


